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of the Boman Empire," gives the story in all its barbaric
horrors.
Alboin, King of the Lombards, having vanquished and kill-
ed Cunimund, King of the Gepidas, chooses among the captives
Rosemonde, the daughter of his late foe, for his queen. At a
banquet given to celebrate his victory, the barbarian, mad-
dened with the fumes of debauch, compels Rosemonde to drink
from the skull of her father. Among the earls of Alboin is
one who, having been sent some time previous to the war on
an embassy to her father's court, had seen and fallen in love
with Rosemonde. Absent on another expedition at the time
of the defeat of Cunimund, he returns to find the daughter has
been selected by the victor. Earl Didier is consequently the
fittest instrument for her vengeance. To arm his hand against
his king, she promises her own and the crown as his reward.
When the deed is perpetrated Rosemonde fulfills part of her
promise. She recommends Didier to the people as the successor
of Alboin, and places the crown on his head. As for herself, she
dies on her father's grave of the poison she has taken. One
or two other deaths of minor importance fill up this frame-
work of murder, profanity, treason, and vengeance.
This tragical story has been dramatized more than once al-
ready by French poets. "We find it put on the stage as far
back as the year 1609 by Claude Billard, Prior of Canterbury,
the same who the following year caused the " Death of Henry
IV." to be played before Slarie de Medicis in mourning. A
year or two before, Nicholas d'Argentan wrote his " Alboin
ou la Vengeance Trahie." In 1649, Balthazar Baro again
put " Eosemonde" upon the stage. In more modern times
Alfieri also chose this heroine, though not at the same period
of her life. Indeed, he laid aside the facts altogether, and sub-
stituted incidents of his own invention.
The choice of the locality itself, though historically faithful,
jars with all our preconceived ideas. True, all Italy was at
the time devastated by the barbaric hordes of the North; yet
one would not wish to find the scene which the loves of Romeo
and Juliet have invested with such tender and melancholy as-
sociations, the fair city sought with delight by the antiquary
and anticipated so gracefully by the poet—

